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MARIAN BERRY 


The wind is a joker, 
In pranks he delights; 

He whistles through knotholes 
On dark, stormy nights. 


He rattles the latches, 
He shakes the tall trees, 
He howls at the windows— 
He does it to tease! 


| | 
| (7 || 
| 


WEE WISDOM 


For as sure as | listen 
And look all around, 

He lies just as quiet 
And makes not a sound. 


A blustering, noisy 
Old fellow is he; 

But I know he is playing— 
He can't frighten me! 
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“This is the day that I’m going to be happy,” Ellen 
said to herself. The sky was blue, with little white clouds 
in it, and the birds were singing. The flowers in the gar- 
den looked pretty. Ellen wanted to be happy one whole 
day, and she thought this looked like a good day in which 
to try it. 

‘Please put my pink dress on me, Mamma,” she said. 

When she was dressed, Ellen went downstairs to 
breakfast. She took two spoonfuls of sugar with her 
cereal, instead of one. “I’m going to begin right away to 
be happy,” she said. 

““Aren’t you always happy?” asked Daddy, smiling. 

“Maybe, but I’m going to be very happy today. | 
7 to see what it’s like to be happy all day,” explained 

en. 

“‘And how are you going to do it?”’ asked Daddy. 

“T’m going to do only nice things today,” said Ellen. 

“Well, I hope you will be happy,” said Daddy, who 
seemed to be amused. 

After breakfast Ellen went out into the garden to see 
the flowers. 

““Won’t you pull the weeds from the pansy bed, 
dear?” called Mamma. 

“Oh, I don’t like weeds, Mamma,” said Ellen. 
“‘And I want to be happy today.” 

“All right, dear; I'll pull them out when I work in 
the garden later,” said Mamma. 

In a little while Ellen was tired of playing in the 
garden. “The flowers don’t want to help me to be 
happy,” she said, so she left them. She went to the barn- 
yard to play with her pet pigeon, but Dovey flew away 
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from her. Dovey wanted to take a worm to her nest in 
— where she had two little pigeons. Ellen felt cross 
at her. 

Ellen went to the gate and called to Bobby Bates, 
across the street. He was digging dandelions from the 
lawn, with a big knife. 

“Come over to my house and play,” said Ellen. 

“‘Mamma wants me to dig up these dandelions be- 
cause they don’t look nice,” said Bobby. “Come over 


and help me dig. We'll make believe they’re yellow - 


dragons and we’re brave knights killing them.” 

“Oh, but I don’t want to dig dandelions today. 
Won't you play?” said Ellen. 

“This is just as good as play if you call them yellow 
dragons,” said Bobby. “And Mamma wants me to dig 
them out.” 

“Well, dig them, then,” said Ellen crossly. Some- 
how it was hard to be happy when people and things 
wouldn’t help. 

Ellen tickled her puppy and pulled his ears till he 
went off into a corner and refused to play with her. She 
got out her dolls and dressed them all up; then she slapped 
her favorite, Mirander, for not looking more cheerful. 

It was rather an unhappy little girl who sat down for 
dinner, instead of a happy one. Ellen took two pieces 
of cake but the cake did not taste so good as she had 
thought it would. After dinner she went out again to 
look for things that would make her happy. Clara Wain 
came from her home down the street and Bobby came 


6 
| 


WEE WISDOM 7 


over from his home. They wanted to play house, but 
Ellen didn’t; she wanted to jump the rope. The little 
; guests let Ellen have her way and they all jumped until 
Clara was tired. “I think I must go home now and feed 
; my bunnies,” said Clara, and she went away. 

Ellen and Bobby went on jumping until Ellen hurt 
: : her finger with the rope, and then they played with the 


. puppy a while. Soon Bobby went home too. Ellen won- 
dered why they didn’t stay and play with her. 

: Ellen got a picture book, but she did not like the first 
; picture in it, so she left it lying on the porch. She got her 
i ; little box of paints and some paper and began to paint a 


picture of a girl. The girl had funny black hair and blue 
* eyes, but Ellen thought that she looked nice. 

( ' Ellen’s mother came into the room. “Dear,” she said, 
| “‘won’t you please go to the store and buy me some jar 

: rings? I need them to put on the jars of currant jelly.” 
: : “T’m making such a pretty girl, Mamma,” said Ellen, 
“and if I leave her she'll be spoiled.” 
. ““Well, please go when she’s finished,” said Mamma, ¢ 
; and she went back into the kitchen. She looked warm 

Ellen remembered that it was her happy day, and she i 
did not want to go to the store. She had not been so is 
happy as she had hoped to be, anyway. Ellen went on 
painting the girl, and gave her a pretty plaid dress and 
long legs. When she had finished, Ellen sat back in her it 
chair and looked at her work. A fly came down and 3 
:. stood on the girl’s face, and as the paint was still wet he i 
mussed her all up. Ellen was very cross at him. . 
“Oh, dear, there isn’t any use in trying to be happy! i 
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I’m not going to try,” Ellen said as she got up and went 
to the kitchen to get the money to pay for the jar rings. 

She hurried to the store, and somehow she seemed 
to be rather glad that she was not trying any longer to be 
happy. She stopped to kiss a pretty baby and to pet an 
old blind horse, and when she came back she was smiling. 
She gave the jar rings to her mother and went out on t'-e 
porch. Bobby was in his yard. 

“O Bobby!” Ellen said as she ran down to the 
gate, “‘let’s play house now.” 

Bobby came over. 

“Let’s get Clara first,” said Ellen. They went to 
Clara’s house, and Clara asked them to stay and play 
there. They had a fine time together. 

Ellen was smiling when she went home again. 
Mamma was out in the garden weeding the pansies, and 
Ellen went to help her. She was just pulling a big weed 
when Daddy came home. 

“Well, were you happy today?” Daddy asked. 

Ellen looked puzzled. “‘Not most of the day, when 
I tried to be,” she said. “But when I gave up trying to 
be, I—I guess I was happy.” 

“T think our little girl has learned something,” said 
Mamma. “Ellen knows now that we are happy when we 
are thinking about other people, and not about ourselves. 
We don’t find happiness by looking for it; we just 
have it.” 
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arriet Malone 


An Allegory 


It has been told many times in many lands, this quaint old 
legend of the three travelers along life’s high road, who met one day 
under a tree. And so vital is the great truth it contains that it is 
ever new, and with each retelling or rereading, we find its mighty 
message standing out more clearly than before. 

As the old story goes, three travelers were one day toiling wearily 
along life’s dusty road, struggling to reach the distant mountain top 
where they could find rest, for a while, at least. 

They were aged men, all three of them, bent and gray and 
heavily laden—for each man bore across his shoulder two huge sacks, 
one swung in front of him and hanging almost to his feet, the other 
on his back. 

The three travelers paused under a big oak tree beside the dusty 
road, to rest a moment and to drink from a clear little spring that 
sparkled close by. 

““Thou seemest very weary, brother,” said the first traveler, whose 
rosy cheeks and clear, bright eyes were in startling contrast to his 
snow-white hair and beard. 

“The way is long, and the road rocky and steep!”’ croaked the 
second traveler, bending wearily beneath the weight of the two great 
sacks he carried. Both sacks were almost full, and the old man 
staggered as he went to rest against the trunk of the oak tree. 

“The way is truly long and rocky and steep, brother,” said the 
third traveler, sighing wearily as he sank down in the grass, clinging 
fast to the two sacks he carried. “And had it not been for the deep 
joy I find in looking through the contents of my burden, I do not 
see how I could have made that last half mile!’”” A smile of satis- 
faction crossed his dreary old face, and malice looked forth from 
his eyes with no effort at concealment. 
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“And what is thy burden, brother?” asked the apple cheeked old 


man who had arrived first. “As we all three bear burdens, it might 
lighten our hearts to talk them over together. Sympathy often puts 
springs under a weary one’s heels.” And kindly interest beamed 
from his clear eyes, as he looked at his two companions. 

“There never was a more interesting sack than the one I bear!” 
croaked the third traveler, reaching down into his burden and lovingly 
stirring its contents with his hand. “You see, in this sack, right here 
before me, where I 
can always see it, | 
put every single evil 
deed done by people 
I know. It is won- 
derful, wonderful, 
how many I find in a 
day, and how fast 
they grow after I 
drop them into my 
sack! E-very time I 
take them out to look 
at them I find that 
they have increased 
in size wonderfully. 
Why, they even 
grow if I but reach 
into the sack and 
turn them over for 
my own satisfaction, 
1 without lifting them 
out where all who 
look may see. 

“The sack I 
carry on my back is 
really nothing very much. I brought it along to drop into it the good 
deeds that my friends do. I have almost forgotten that it is there, 
for I am so busy seeing the evil they do that I seldom have time to 
notice their kind acts, and their brave, good deeds. When I do hap- 
pen to run into some, though, I just throw them in; and as the sack is 
behind my back, why, I very soon forget all about these good deeds. 
My burden is a heavy one, but I love it! It is a joy to see how much 
more evil my friends are than I am. The things that they do make me 
feel that, in good truth, I am a most holy man!” 

The first traveler leaned on his long staff, looking thoughtfully at 
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The three travelers paused under a big oak tree. 
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the second man, who was nodding his white head and chuckling to 
himself. ‘And thou, brother? It is a full sack that thou bearest, and 
its contents seem to please thee well. Walt thou tell us of thy burden?” 

The second traveler nodded his head faster, and the smile on 
his face grew wider. “I am not like yon foolish fellow,’ quoth he, 
pointing his knotted finger at the third traveler. “Never would I be 
so unwise as to bother with other people’s affairs one second! Never! 
It takes all my time to look after my own. In this big sack in front 
of me I put all of my own good deeds, and every little while I go 
through them, so I will not forget even one that is there. Each time I 
turn them over they grow bigger and bigger, in the most astonishing 
fashion. See that bit of dry bread? I gave that to a beggar boy to- 
day, and by the time I have turned it over a few more times it will be 
a whole loaf. The bigger it gets the better I shall feel, for there is 
nothing else that makes a man feel so well-satisfied as to look at his 
own good deeds! 

“In the sack behind me I drop the little misdeeds of my own, so 
I cannot see them. A\s they are behind me where I cannot even look 
at them, it is very easy soon to forget all about them.” With a well 
pleased smile the second traveler lifted the crust of bread and placed it 
on the very top of the load in the front sack. 

“And thy burden, brother?” asked the third traveler, of the 
rosy cheeked old man leaning on the staff. “Thy front sack seems to 
be well filled, but the one slung on thy back looks limp enough to be 
empty. Tell us of thy burdens.” 

A laugh, so merry and contagious that both the other old men 
were compelled to smile in sympathy, rang out from the first traveler. 
The smiles and the beams ran crisscross all over his face, and with 

affectionate fingers he patted the bulging sack that came to his toes. 
“This is a magic sack,” said he, nodding his white head. “‘In fact, so 
wonderful is it that the bigger it gets the lighter it becomes, and when- 
ever I am the least bit tired, if I but look in it long enough, all my 
weariness flies away and I feel as if I, too, could fly! It is a joy sack, 
brothers—full to the very brim, and running over with the good deeds 
of all the people I meet! Ah, but there are many such deeds—so 
many of them, that they keep me busy all the time! But strange to 
say, the more of them I toss into my front sack, the more room there 
seems to be and the more splendid the things that I see people do! It 
is indeed a wonder sack, and one good look into it will make me feel 
anew how good God is—how full the old world is of his love, after 
all, if we but try to see it.” 

The second traveler and the third traveler sniffed slightly as the 
first old man paused to look down at his burden with a beaming smile. 
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“Ah, but thou shouldst just try mine for one day!” said the second. 

“One hour with mine would make thee long to bear it always!” 
croaked the third. 

A sudden deep seriousness crossed the bright face of the first 
traveler. “I bore them both—the two that ye carry—long ago,” said 
he. “And, brothers, they grew so big that they shut out from me the 
very love of God itself, his most priceless gift to men! I was so bowed 
beneath the weight of those sacks that I could not look up long enough 
to see that the sky was blue or that the sun shone! And then, by the 
very love that God gave me, I threw my burdens aside, and took up 
the sacks I now bear, both of which grow lighter the nearer I come to 
yonder mountain top, where I hope to rest for a while.” 


TDOTTERER 


The first traveler stepped out into the dusty road. 


Again the second traveler and the third traveler sniffed. ‘“‘And 
what.might it be that thou hast in the sack hanging down thy back >” 
they asked in chorus, as the first traveler settled his burdens and started 
with a light step toward the dusty road, to resume his journey. 

“That one?” he chuckled, glancing over his shoulder. ‘““Why, 
brothers, in that sack I toss all the evil I hear of people. I cut the 
bottom out of the sack so that what was thrown in would spill straight 
through without staying near me for even a second. And it has gotten 
so that even as I toss things in I forget them, and as they cannot linger, 
why, they very soon cease to exist. God be with you both!” 

With a steady step and head erect, the first traveler stepped out 
into the dusty road and started toward the mountain top. 

The second traveler and the third traveler hesitated a few moments 
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near the spring. Then each adjusted his burden with a groan, bent 


his face toward the earth, and with lagging feet passed out in the dust 
of life’s high road. 


GOOD WORDS CLUB 


Do you know what an echo is? 

An echo is the return to you of the sounds that you make. A song 
comes back as a song, a laugh comes back as a laugh, a growl comes 
back as a growl. 

All the words that you speak come back to you. If you wish 
to have pleasant, happy, loving words spoken to you and of you, 
you must speak pleasant, happy, loving words, for the echo in other 
persons’ tongues will bring back your own words. 


THE PRAYER OF FAITH 


Boosters who wish to help other Boosters can do so by 
9 saying this prayer for them. 


God is my help in every need; 

God does my every hunger feed; 
God walks beside me, guides my way 
? Through every moment of the day. 


2 I now am wise, I now am true, 

§ Patient, kind, and loving, too. 

All things I am, can do, and be, 

) Through Christ, the Truth that is in me. 


2 God is my health, I can't be sick; 

‘ God is my strength, unfailing, quick ; 

2 God is my all; I know no fear, 

Since God and love and Truth are here. 


‘ —Hannah More Kohaus. 
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j GARDNER HUNTING 


Chapter II 


But what with working the harder to warm his blood, and 
whistling to raise his spirits, and determining not to question his 
employer’s purposes, the task was always done quickly and well 
and according to instructions, and the walk home nearly always 
found him in a wholesome glow of body and a cheerful frame of 
mind. So Neil learned by degrees that there is nothing like a bit of 
work well done to give satisfaction to the worker. 

Of course he counted his earnings from day to day. If each 
new day brought a new fight, it also brought an addition to the sum 
in store for the purchase of the pony, and with each sweeping time 
past he was one day nearer spring and the realization of his happiness. 

So November and December passed. Christmas came and went. 
With steady persistence Neil had kept at his work, and, oddly enough, 
he was getting happiness out of it. He began to be conscious now 
of a new element in his father’s attitude toward him—something that 
showed in voice and look, something that filled his heart full of 
a pride and a pleasure that were new to him, too, though he could 
not at all have defined them. His mother sometimes asked him about 
his task, and, though there seemed to be nothing he could tell her, 
the sympathy in her tone was like that in his father’s eyes. Once 
he had even overheard his father say something about being “‘proud 
of the youngster’ s pertinacity ;” and though he had not the vaguest 
idea what pertinacity might be, he could not doubt that he was win- 
ning some sort of approval. 

But just at the beginning of the new year something happened 
which cast a gloom over Neil’s whole outlook. On the last night of 
December a party of boys and girls met at the home of one of Neil’s 
friends to watch the old year out. They were a merry party, and a 
jolly good time they had—so jolly, indeed, that not only was the 
old year gone, but more than one of the early hours of the new year 
had crept away before the party broke up. 

is was a very unusual thing indeed for Neil, who was an 
early bird at both ends of the day; and knowing how very sleepy he 
was likely to be when rising time came before dawn, he set his 


alarm clock on a chair beside his pillow, so that it might not fail 
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to awaken him. And then he crept into his bed, a very tired boy 
indeed, and slept so soundly that he did not hear the alarm, after 
all, when it buzzed out its warning at six o'clock. 

But a habit often has a surprising influence, and it was not long 
till, even against the weight of his weariness, which had been proof 
against the alarm, Neil’s habit of waking early was strong enough 
to open his eyes. The quick certainty that he must be very late filled 
his mind. He sprang out of bed and turned on a light. It was 
twenty minutes after six, and he knew that he must hurry as he had 
never before been obliged to 
do if he were to finish his 
sweeping in time. 

He dressed so fast that 
he forgot the chill of the 
room, which often had made 
him shiver; and then, with a 
dash of cold water in his 
face and a very hasty effort 
to pull rebellious hair in or- 
der, he was away, out into 
the cold gray morning and 
off to his duty. 

By the light of the lan- 
tern he found his broom, and 
began sweeping away with 
all his might; and just as the 
mill whistles began to blow 
for seven o'clock, he was 
He stood and stared at the fateful pencil hanging bed his broom — 

peal with the satisfaction of hav- 
ing won his race against time. 

His new little calendar for the new year, to which his account 
of the sweeping must now be transferred, hung on the wall beside 
the old one near the lantern where he had hung it a week ago. Neil 
went across to mark his morning’s record upon it. He had swept 
east that morning, and taking out his pencil he started to mark his “E” 
in the corner of the first square on the new calendar. Then suddenly 
he stopped and gasped, his breath rising white in the frosty air; his 
very heart seemed to stop beating, for he saw that the last mark on 
the old calendar, which he had been certain was a “W,” was an 
“E” also! 

It seemed to Neil as though the little penciled letters, the record 
of his work, stood out from the white sheets with a double blackness. 
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The little calendar’s very face appeared suddenly to have grown cold 
and hard toward him. What had he done? How could he have done 
it> He had swept in the wrong direction! He had swept east out of 
turn. He had broken his contract—or at least the strict terms of its 
conditions, the fulfillment of which “‘to the letter” had been made as 
rigorous a requirement as any portion of it. 

He stood and stared up at the fateful pencil marks, scarcely 
crediting his eyes. He traced the record back through the days of 
December, and noted each alternation. Then he returned to the 
record which showed his error, and stared at it again till his eyes 
blurred suddenly and he had to gulp very hard and think fast to 
keep the tears from overflowing. 

Suddenly he turned from his calendar, caught the broom from 
its hook, and swept the floor again, this time in a westerly direction. 
He did not reason out exactly why he did this. His mind was not 
wholly clear. There was a very heavy ache in his heart and in his 
throat, but he was not yet owning to himself the reason for it. He 
was trying to think, but only 
two ideas would come to 
him, and he did not like 
either of them, and he fought 
each off before it fairly 
formed in his mind. It 
seemed to him that he must 
have more time before he 
could judge just what he 
ought to do, yet he knew 
that it was not time he 
wanted. 

He finished his second 
sweeping, hung up his broom, 
and closed the barn as usual; 
and then, as he stood in the 
early sunlight outside and 
looked up at the clear, beau- 
tiful sky, he suddenly faced 

“What's the matter, Neil?’ she asked his question squarely ° Had 

anxiously. he failed to keep his con- 

tract? There was no doubt 

about it. Then he had forfeited all right to the promised payment 

for his work, even if his breach had been of the least important and 

most unreasonable part of the agreement. There could be no question 
of it. 
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He did not feel like crying now. A cold, heavy weight seemed 
bearing down upon his heart—a weight which made him ache all over 
with a weary helplessness. He did not know what to do. He dreaded 
to go home and meet his father and mother. How could he tell them? 
Yet he could not stay here. 

He walked slowly down the path, his thoughts running on. 
What should he do now about the sweeping? Of course, as he had 
failed and forfeited his wages, there would be no use in going on 
with the work. He might as well stop and confess to his mother that 
he had failed. But if he did that the barn would not be swept. There 
was no one else to do it. Certainly he did not believe, as his mother 
had hinted, that Dr. Ferris had hired him for work that was quite 
unnecessary, and if the work was necessary, how could he leave it 
when Dr. Ferris had trusted him to attend carefully to it? Besides, 
he had promised. 

Neil’s mind grew slightly confused, and he went over the ground 
again. Yes, he had forfeited all pay for his labor, and could not 
expect to receive a single cent for the whole winter’s work; yet he 
could not see how that fact lessened his obligation to complete the 
work as nearly according to contract as possible. His heart rebelled 
at the thought, but his sense of right was unclouded and he was sure 
there could be no alternative. 

By the time he reached home Neil’s head was aching with the 
worry, the tumult of thoughts, and the consciousness of his failure; 
but he tried to make nothing of it, and met the others at breakfast 
with an attempt to cover his real feelings. But his mother saw the 
signs of pain in his eyes. 

““What’s the matter, Neil?” she asked anxiously, as the boy 
tried to look at her bravely; but he was obliged to drop his eyes to 
his plate. “Are you sick? What is it?” 

“Oh, nothing, Mother. My head aches, that’s all; but it’s a 
bad headache,” he said. 

““Y ou were up too late last night, dear, weren’t you>”’ she asked. 

“TI suppose so,” returned Neil. “I think I'll sleep awhile after 


break fast.” 
(To be continued) 
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A SPRING WRAP FOR BABY DOLL 


How should you like to have a nice spring wrap for your baby 
doll, one like that worn by the baby pictured in diagram 4> This 
wrap is a hood and shawl, all made in one piece, and will be fine for 
Baby Doll when you take her out for an airing these bright spring days. 


To make this little wrap 
you will need a square piece 
of material. Select something 
that you think will be pretty 
and becoming to your baby; 
white or pink or light blue ma- 
terial that is very soft will be 
- best. The size of the square 

Diag ram L needed will depend upon the 

size of your doll’s head. 

Measure the distance from her forehead over the back of her head and 

down to her feet. Then cut the square the number of inches across that 

this measures. Fold this square of material from one corner to the 

opposite corner; then fold again as shown by the straight dotted line 

in diagram 1; round off two corners as shown by the curved dotted 
line in this same diagram. 

tted over Daby WVolls hea 

to make the cap. Take a D lagfam 2 

needle and thread and 


around this corner. Make = 
the row of gathering about / 
V4, inch inside the edge, and 


leave the thread long. Put 

the wrap on your doll and draw the gathering thread up so that the 
cap fits just right. Take another thread and gather around the back 
of the neck, leaving this thread long, also. When you take 
the cap off, spread the material out smooth again, and these gather- 
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ings will be basting threads to show you where to do your later work. 
Now baste a tiny hem all around, making it so tiny around the 
head part that you can hardly see it, just the very smallest hem that 
you can possibly make. With some pretty mercerized floss of a color 
' that looks well with the color of the material, button- 
mle hole over the little hem, making the stitches rather far 
e 8% apart. See diagram 2. After this has been finished, 
. on each point, near the hem. See how the designs 
D =“ ——~ look on the wrap that the baby in the picture is wearing. 
The flowers of the little design are made of French 
knots. One flower is made of pink, one of blue, and one of helio- 
trope, with centers of yellow. The leaves are pale green, made in the 
lazy daisy stitch. If you care to do so you may work one of the de- 
signs in the middle of the back of the 
hood. 
Next thread the needle with a f 
double thread and make two rows of 
gathering around the head, one on each |- 
side of the row of basting that you put 
in when you were fitting the cap. Make 
your stitches tiny for this work. Pull 
the basting out and gather up the two 
rows until the cap fits snugly around 
Baby Doll’s head; then fasten the ends 
securely. In the same way gather two 
rows around the back, at the neck line, 
and fasten these securely, also. Make 
a pretty ribbon bow and sew to the 
top of the cap. Tack a piece of rib- 
bon underneath the gathering at the 
neck to hold the gathers in place. Tack D; — 
this securely in the middle of the back lagram 4 
and at each side, and leave the ends 
long enough to tie in a pretty bow under your doll’s chin. Doesn't 
Baby Doll look beautiful, just as if she were trying to say: “Thank 


you, Mother dear; my wrap is nice and warm” ? 
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ctures for 


Aor the Little 
Ax 


OPI > 


ward 


Tint boy’s sweater orange. Girl skating wears green coat. Girl 
seated wears red suit and red hat. 
touches of green; trees, brown. Mix a little blue with orange to make 
brown. 


Tint earth light brown, with 
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Department 


Dear Wees: 


We are very happy to have you send us so many stories and 
letters; we read all of them and greatly enjoy them. We are trying 
to give each reader of Wee Wisdom an opportunity to have a letter or 
a story published. If you send us another contribution soon after your 
first has appeared, please understand that we do not use it because we 
wish to let others have a place on the Booster Club or on the Young 
Authors pages. 

Please do not send us anything that you have copied. Send us 
your own work; that is what we like. 

THE EpiTor 


MARCH 


AUDREY TAYLOR 
Cincinnati, Ohio 


O March that blusters and March that blows, 
What color under your footsteps glows! 
Beauty you summon from winter snows, 

And you are the pathway that leads to the rose. 


BETTY SLEEPYHEAD 


VERNA HAHN (11 years) 
Cleveland, Ohio 


Betty was a little girl of ten years. All her classmates called 
her Betty Sleepyhead because she was late for school every morning 
and she always gave the same excuse, “I overslept.” 

One day when Betty was late, as usual, her teacher, Miss 
Robins, said: “You can get up if you want to.” 

Betty did not like being scolded by Miss Robins, her favorite 
teacher. After school that day Betty said to her mother, “I do not 
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like to be late and to be called Betty Sleepyhead. Tomorrow I 
will try to be on time, so that the other pupils will not call me Betty 
Sleepyhead.” 

The next morning Betty arose when her mother called. She was 
in school on time and her teacher said, “I am proud of you.” Betty 
was never late for school again and her classmates did not call her 
Betty Sleepyhead any more. 


MY THANKS 


KarREN May ELIZABETH JENSEN (12 years) 
Gordons Bay, S. Africa 


I am thankful, very thankful, 
That the Lord has given me grace 
In the form of a strong, straight body, 
And a simple, ordinary face. 


_ And I thank the dear good Savior 
For being so sweet and kind 

As to make me honest and truthful, 

And give me a pure, clean mind. 


There’s one blessing I value greatly, 
That I value all others above. 
It’s the greatest blessing he’s given me, 


The beautiful blessing of love. 


MARY'S SURPRISE 


HELEN R. NESTLER (12 years) 
Glendale, L. I., N. Y. 


Mary Blake was a little girl who lived with her parents in a 
long white house on a big hill. In the winter Mary would go coasting 
down the big hill and have a joyous time. There was one thing 
that made Mary sad. She had no playmates. WHer parents were 
always too busy to amuse her. 

One day Mary prayed to God and asked him for a playmate. 
Her mother had taught her The Prayer of Faith. Mary prayed 
in all her spare moments. 

One day when Mary was playing in the barn she heard a queer 
noise. She searched the barn and what do you think she found? 
Three little stray kittens had come into the barn to get warm. Soon 
the mother cat came looking for her kittens. Mary thought that she 
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would keep them if no one called for them. She took them into the 
house and gave them some milk to drink. They were very thirsty. 

Every day they would go out to play with Mary. She had a 
fine time playing with them. There was not a happier girl in the 
whole world than Mary Blake. 


CANDLE LIGHT 
DoucLas SETTERBERG (8 years) 
Seattle, Wash. 


As I sit by the flickering candle light 
On a cold and frosty night, 
I read my picture storybooks, 


Thinking of summer and bubbling brooks. 


TOMMY AND MARCH WIND 
Doris BROoKAW (9 years) 
Mayfield, Calif. 


One day Tommy and his sister Jane were playing with a kite, 
when who should come along but March Wind. 

“Hello,” said March Wind. “Let me fly your kite for you.” 

“No,” said Tommy, “you would run away with it.” 

“Oh, let’s fly our own kite and let him alone,” said Jane. 

So they put up their kite again but March Wind pulled and 
pulled and soon got it and it flew and flew and flew. After a while 
March Wind got tired and dropped the kite, and it was never seen 
again. 


MY WONDERFUL MOTHER 
Betty Lou SMITH (10 years) 
Tampa, Fla. 


My wonderful mother, 
So good and true, 
I bless the day 
When first I knew 
Your gentle smile 
And the soul of you— 
My wonderful mother, 


How I love you! 


WEE WISDOM 


Dear Wisdoms: 


So many encouraging letters come from Wee Wisdom 
readers that I feel I occasionally must tell you some of the 
things that our magazine is helping us to do. Of course | 
cannot tell you one in a hundred, but here are some reports 
that have deeply interested me. 


A woman living in California tells of her two grand- 
daughters who live in Iowa. These girls have organized a 
Good Words club in their school; one of them copied The 
Prayer of Faith and gave it to her teacher, who read it to 
the class. These girls have the right spirit; they share their 
good with others. 


A mother who lives in Michigan tells of eleven children 
who formed a “Help Your Mother” club. Each week the 
members of the club choose a new way in which to make 
Mother’s work lighter. The daughter of the woman who wrote 
us of the club lends her Wee Wisdom magazines to other 
children. This girl knows how to “radiate sunshine,” as we 
say in the Booster club. 


A girl reader of Wee Wisdom, living in the West, wished 
to give to a child less fortunate than herself many of the best 
things that she owned. When some one argued with her that 
she would have to do without if she gave the things away, 
she said: “Oh, no. I always have had everything that I need, 
and I always shall have.” That girl knows the truth that is 
in the words: ““God does my every hunger feed.” 

Thousands of you are living as wisely and as unselfishly 
as these of whom I have told you, and that is what makes the 
Wee Wisdom family the joy that you are to me and to your 
other friends. 


My next letter to you will be written from Florida. 


With love, 


Editor 
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Object—To radiate sunshine to all the world. 

Colors—Red and yellow (life and wisdom). 

Motto—Love never faileth. 

Pin—Three wise monkeys, signifying: ‘I see no evil, hear no evil, and 
speak no evil.”” Price of pins, $.25 each. 

Requirement for membership—A simple request addressed to the Secretary 
of the Booster Club, 917 Tracy, Kansas City, Mo. 

Reports and letters—All Booster letters and club reports must be in two 
months before the date of the issue in which they are to appear. For instance, 
letters and reports for June Wee Wisdom must be in by April 1. 

Peter Pan cap—A Peter Pan cap is given each Booster who sends five ° 
subscriptions to Wee Wisdom. You do not have to send in all the names at 
one time; send them as you can, and when the fifth one is received, we will mail 
you a cap. 

If your Booster friends do not answer your letters, write again, or write to 
other Boosters. Please do not ask us to write for you. There are so many 
Boosters that we cannot write for you. 


DEMONSTRATIONS 

Dear Wee Wisdom—lI like you very much. You help me in my school 
work. When I finish reading you I pass you on to my friends. They like you 
too. I can hardly wait until you come, once a month. I had a sore finger; 
I said The Prayer of Faith and the finger is better. I wish you would come 
once a week instead of once a month.—Elsie Hawkins. 

Dear Wee Wisdom—The nicest thing in Wee Wisdom, I think, is The 
Prayer of Faith. It has worked wonders for me. I say it night and morning 
and many times during the day. I simply live with it. I started to take cold 
the other day, and all day long I said, “‘God is my health, I can’t be sick.” 
The next day the cold had vanished. It would take more than a letter to tell 
what Wee Wisdom has done for me; in fact, I think I could write a whole 
book. Mummie and Daddy think The Prayer of Faith is a sweet prayer. 
—Marjorie Palmer (England). 

Dear Wee Wisdom—lI say The Prayer of Faith every day and I want 
to tell you how much it has helped me. One day last summer I was out in 
a boat all alone. It was very windy and the wind took me out beyond my 
depth. I was frightened, but I said The Prayer of Faith, and at last I got 
back to shore. 

Once my neck was swollen very much, but when Mother and I began 
saying The Prayer of Faith the swelling went down, and my neck is quite 
well now.—Gladys Wright. 
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Dear Editor—I have been taking Wee Wisdom for three years, and I 


just love it. I can hardly wait each month for it to come. I say The Prayer 
of Faith every night. I had my jackknife in my pocket and it dropped out, 
somewhere. I looked all around and could not find it. Then I asked God 
to help me. I hadn’t taken three steps before I saw it lying in the grass.—Elsa 
V oorhees. 

Dear Wee Wisdom—I have never written to you before, so I have much 
to say. First, I love you very much. It is funny that though I quickly tire of 
my other books I do not tire of you. I think my favorite stories are Blanche’s 
Corner and Hoime Tots, but it is really hard to tell which I like best. The 
Prayer of Faith is my chosen prayer. I go to a nice school, where I get on very 
well, thanks to you.—Joan Mackenzie (South Wales). 

Dear Unity—I am writing to tell you how much I like Wee Wisdom. 
This makes the second year that I have taken it, and I hope that I can take it 
longer. When things come hard to me I say The Prayer of Faith and then 
they come easy. The prayer helps me in many ways. I save all my magazines 
so I can let other children read them too. I like to read the demonstrations best 
of all. I hope The Prayer of Faith will help me in music and school work. 
—Theolyn G. Stanley. 

Dear Editor—I find that Wee Wisdom is helping me a lot. I get everything 
I want. I am eleven years old and in the sixth grade at school. There are not 
enough seats in our room to hold all the children, so some of them have to sit at 
the table. I always wanted to sit there, and now I do.—Barbara Callarman. 

Dear Wee Wisdom—I like you very much indeed. ‘“‘How Jimmy Came 
Through” is a very nice story, and each month I wonder how it will end. The 
Prayer of Faith has been a great help to me; often when I cannot decide to do 
a thing or not I say, “God is my help in every need,” over and over, and the 
way I decide is always right. There is not a page in the magazine that I do not 
enjoy. Wee Wisdom has taught me always to say kind words, and think kindly 
of other people—Maureen Riley (England). 

Dear Wee Wisdom—I have been reading you for several years, and I 
love all of you. I think The Prayer of Faith is a wonderful prayer and I say 
it at least once a day, sometimes more. Whenever any one I know is sick I say 
it for him and it always helps. I hope you grow until all the children in the 
world know you.—Lavona Davis. 

Dear Editor—After I read Wee Wisdom and Mother reads it to the 
rest I take it to school and my teacher reads it to the whole school. I learned 
The Prayer of Faith and it helps me not to be sick. My aunt subscribed to 
Wee Wisdom for me. I enjoy very much “How Jimmy Came Through.” 
—Mary A. Morris. 

Dear Editor—I am indeed grateful for what The Prayer of Faith has 
done for me. I am very much interested in the Good Words club and the 
ne re God bless the Wees and all other children. —Jvy May Jones 

Dear Editor—I find that Wee Wisdom has helped me with my work 
more than anything else has. I am going to subscribe for Wee Wisdom again 
soon.—E. M. Caudill Stagner. 

Dear Wee Wisdom—yYou are helping me very much. I have begun 
to do as Jimmy did to get his chickens, and it is working fine. I always look 
forward to the coming of Wee Wisdom. It has helped me in many ways. 
bless it—Roy Wilson, jr. 
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Dear Wee Wisdom—lI love your stories. This is the third year that 
I have taken Wee Wisdom. I say The Prayer of Faith every night and 
morning. I like “‘How Jimmy Came Through” best of all. I learn a lot 
from it. I like the Puzzle Page and Blanche’s Corner too. When Wee 
Wisdom comes I read it through, then send it to my cousin. I am very 
glad that I subscribed for Wee Wisdom because I like it so well. My cousin 
has learned The Prayer of Faith and is teaching it to her little brother.—FEliza- 
beth Holmes. 

Dear Wee Wisdom—I am fourteen years old, and I take Wee Wisdom. 
Please accept this love offering and my sincere thanks and blessings for your 
prayers in behalf of my health. I am getting better. All things are possible 
with God.—Cora Harris. p 


NEW MEMBERS OF THE BOOSTER CLUB 


Katherine Mae Cantrel; Mildred Stoll; Geraldine Zumwalt; Harold 
Hitchcock; Lois Denney; Frances Crabtree; Ruthie Fuller; Viola Wolfe; 
Elva Parr; Franklin Knowlton; Lael Irene Laning; Eleanor Smith; Rachel 
Smith; Margaret Naylor; Bernice Gail Workman; Irene Darby; Frederick 
Gruenberger; Lois Rea; Betty Rethaber; Mildred Davis; Victoria Freeman; 
Ralph Chissholm; Izola Wilder; Bonnie Frances Smith; Elizabeth Sturgiss; 


Bruce Reynolds; Doris Daniels; Charles Myers; Hazel White; Randi Molver; 
Grover Harden. 


READERS WHO WISH THE PRAYERS OF OTHER READERS 


Elosia Evans: school work and health; Izola Wilder: school work; 
Christina Drever: health for a friend; Catherine Ruh: help with Latin, for 
self, and school work for brother and sister; Penelope Gulland: school work 
and better disposition for self and health for father; Horace Washington: 
school work (reading); John W. Price: that he may be a better boy; Edna 
Davis: school work; Eleanor Uterhardt: school work; Marie Wallace: that 
her aunt may have good luck with a rabbit; George Crichlow: obedience to 
parents; Mildred Davis: music and school work, that her hair may grow, and 
that her father may be a better man; Albert Arthur: that he may be good to 
his parents; Frances Erickson: school work and obedience for self and prayers 
for mother and father; Hazel Erickson: school work, and prayers for their cow; 
Ivy Edwards: health for a friend; Winston Josephs: that he may be a good 
boy; Laura Butt: school work (geography, arithmetic, penmanship) ; Dorothy 
Jane Miller: school work (arithmetic); Annie Ivy: protection for her father 
and mother; Forrest Mattoon: school work. 


READERS WHO WISH TO CORRESPOND WITH OTHER READERS 


Helen Nestler, 2584 Hughes st., Glendale, L. I., N. Y.; Randi Molver 
(9 years), box 34, Petersburg, Alaska; Flora Morgan (12 years), route I, 
Coloma, Wis.; Frances Dale (14 years), box 179, Stockton, Calif.; Muriel 
Rogers (11 years), Montezuma school, Los Gatos, Calif.; Elva Parr (18 
years), 520 College st., Monmouth, Oregon; Dorothy Durham (13 years), 
c/o Thomas Durham, Cheswold, Del.; Alice Griffith, Denny Calif.; Eddie 
Richards (14 years), 116 St. Denis st., St. Lambert, Que., Canada; Frances 
Crabtree, 1026 W. Maple st., Independence, Mo.; Dorothy J. Brown (11 
va — Nev.; Margaret Lehmkuhl (11 years), Star route, Owens- 
mouth, Calif. 
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HAROLD EVANS it KELLOGG 


SPECIMEN CASE 


While hiking through the wood, or through fields, or along the 
shore, one frequently runs across shells, fossils, rocks, and other objects 
that one wishes to take home to study. These specimens soon become 
scattered and lost unless one has some special place in which to keep 
them. 

The accompanying illustration shows the method of making a 
glass top specimen case which will not only preserve curios, but will 
make it possible for one to view them without handling. 

The specimen case may be constructed of any soft wood 1, 
inch thick. 

First measure and saw out the bottom piece, which is 11 by 14 
inches in size. The two side pieces are each 13 inches long by 2!/2 
inches wide. The two end pieces are each 11 inches long by 2! 
inches wide. 

Wrap a piece of fine sandpaper around a block of wood, and 
sandpaper the pieces smooth on all surfaces. 

Now join the pieces, placing glue between the joints and nailing 
the pieces together. The diagram of the finished box shows the manner 
in which the pieces overlap. 

Make the top of the case from pieces of wood !/7 inch square. 
Cut two pieces each 13 inches long for the sides. Measure in 4 
inch from the two edges, and cut out a groove '4 inch square the 
entire length of the piece. The groove may be cut with a knife or 
a chisel. 

The ends are each I inches long. Cut a groove 14 inch square, 
and 10! inches long in each of the end pieces, leaving 1% inch at 
each end solid as shown in the illustration. 

Now join the framework of the cover, using glue and small nails 
or screws. 

Procure a piece of glass the exact size to fit tightly inside the 
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framework of the cover. The approximate size of the glass should 
be 1014y by 1314 inches. Fasten the glass in place with narrow strips 
of wood, from the under side. 

Attach the lid to the box with a pair of small hinges, and put 
a small hook in front. 

The specimen case may be used as it is, or finished with paint, 
stain, or a coat of shellac. 


TOP- SIDE 
ENDS 
13" - END PIECE 


SIDES - 


————+ 


BOTTOM | 


WY ye 


\\ 


| 
II" 1 
| 
i 
| GROOVE | 
SON 
\ ZZ” 
VA 


30 WEE WISDOM 


UZZLE 
AGE 


MISSING PART PICTURE 


Yr 


This puzzle is a test to find out how much you see. There are 
fourteen things missing from the picture. Can you draw them in with 
your pencil and name them? 


RIDDLE RIMES 
ALBERTA M. CARTER 
I travel slow, I’m round and golden, 
And wherever I go Juicy and sweet; 
I carry my house I grow in warm climates, 


On my back. And I’m good to eat. 


ANSWER TO CHANGE-A-LETTER PUZZLE: Wicker 
—wicked; change—chance; flume—flute; slight—flight; plaid— 
plain; grave—grace; gloom—bloom; cream—dream; black—block; 
creep—creek ; simple—sample; blind—blink. 


Vib 


WEE WISDOM 31 


Lesson 10, Marcu 6, 1927. 


SHARING THE GOOD NEWS.—Acts 8:4-8; II Corinthians 
5:14-20. 


GoLDEN TEXT—Ye shall be my witnesses.—Acts 1:8. 


WHAT THE LESSON TEACHES 


Jerusalem, where the early Christians first gathered, stands for the 
heart center. This is where Truth first takes root and where our thoughts 
of Truth usually start. As we have learned, our old thoughts of error 
do not like to see Truth thoughts become strong in us, and they try to 
drive them out. But as Truth thoughts are scattered from the heart out 
into the other parts of our bodies they keep on giving out the word of 
God. In this way the Truth is sent out more widely than before. 

Samaria, where Philip went to preach, means to us the highest point 
of our minds to which the Truth comes. Philip stands for power. When 
doubt comes into our hearts and our spiritual thoughts seem to be driven 
out, then we need to join the power that is in us with our highest thoughts 
and hold fast to the Christ teaching. In this way many of our thoughts 
will be healed and great joy will be brought into our lives. 

When the Christ is born in us a great love for the good and the true 
begins to grow in our hearts. Through the Christ we live more and more 
for others and less for ourselves. We become new in our thoughts and 
our deeds by living in Christ, thinking the Christ thoughts, and doing 
the things that he would have us do. 

In everything that we say or do we should show to others that 
the Christ Spirit is alive in us. In this way we are perfect messengers 
for God and the Christ, and we carry the good news to every one that 
we meet. 


LESSON QUESTIONS 


Where do our thoughts of Truth usually start? 
For what do Samaria and Philip stand? 
What happens when the Christ is born in us? 


How are we perfect messengers for God? 
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Lesson THOUGHT— let the Christ speak and act in me and give the 
good news to others. 


MEMORY VERSE 
The joy of knowing Christ in me 
With others I would share; 
And so I love the happy news 
And tell it everywhere. 


Lesson 11, Marcu 13, 1927. 


MAKING THE WORLD CHRISTIAN.—Matthew 26:16-20; 
Acts 16:6-15. 


GOLDEN TEXT—Go ye therefore, and make disciples of all the na- 
tions—Matthew 28:19. 


‘WHAT THE LESSON TEACHES 


The great teaching that we get from this lesson is that God expects 
all those who believe in him to keep busy in giving his Truth to all the 
world. The Christian thought began with Jesus; when he left, the 
apostles carried it out to others. As more and more persons heard the 
word and believed, they passed it on, and in this way the teachings of 
Jesus Christ will go on until all the world is lifted above error thinking. 

Truth spreads in us in the same way. As some of our thoughts are 
cleansed by the Spirit of Christ within they pass the Truth on to other 
thoughts and to all parts of our bodies until in time our minds and our 
bodies will be firmly fixed in the life and the happiness that God wants 
us to have. 

We must open our minds and our hearts and our bodies and let the 
Christ Spirit enter before we can expect to do our part in making the world 
Christian. Christ always is knocking at the door of every heart and he will 
enter when he is invited to come in. We invite him into our hearts by 
keeping our minds open to his Truth. 

Paul’s going into Macedonia to teach Christianity stands for words 
of Truth going into parts of our minds and our bodies where Truth never 
before has been. It also teaches us that we must be willing to answer 
at once every call to work that comes to us from God. 

The faith of Lydia and her offer to provide a home for Paul and 
his friends shows us that when we are willing to do God’s work we find 
hearts that are open to receive his word, and also that God sends supply 
to those who are faithful. 
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LESSON QUESTIONS 
What does God expect of those who believe? 
What must we do before we can help make the world Christian? 


How do we invite the Christ to enter our hearts? What does Lydia's 
offer show us? 


Lesson THOUGHT—] will fill my heart with the Christ Spirit and 
send it out to all the world. 


MEMORY VERSE 


God wants me for a messenger 
To bear his Truth to all; 

I hold myself in readiness 
To answer to his call. 


Lesson 12, Marcu 20, 1927. 


THE CHRISTIAN’S HOPE.—John 14:1-3; II Corinthians 5:1-10; 
I John 3:2, 3. 


GoLpEN TEXT—In my Father’s house are many mansions; if it 
were not so, | would have told you; for I go to prepare a place for you. 
—John 14:2. 

WHAT THE LESSON TEACHES 

We learn from this lesson that the true kingdom of God is within 
each of us. Jesus spoke of his body as the temple; Paul said that our 
bodies are temples of God; we should keep them holy. A temple is a 
house or place of worship, and so we understand that the Father's house 
is within his children. 

Jesus’ work in the world was to teach men that there is a place in 
which every one may find God. That place is our inner spiritual nature, 
and it is there that Jesus has prepared a place where we may be with 
him always. We reach him there by fixing our minds upon him and by 
asking his help to meet our needs. 

We should keep in our minds the thought of a perfect body. God 
sees us as perfect, and a body that shows forth his idea for us is the 
“house not made with hands.” We do not need to lose our bodies in 
order to be free as God wants us to be; we need to lift all our thoughts 
about our bodies until they show forth the perfect picture that is in our 
minds about them. When Paul wrote that we who are at home in the 
body are absent from the Lord he meant that, if we love our bodies 
more than we love God, we cannot feel his presence as we should. But 
when we put away the thoughts of the mortal self and keep the Christ 
self alive in our thoughts, then we are “‘at home with the Lord.” 
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We purify and cleanse our minds and pom bodies by thinking thoughts 
of God and by holding fast to his promises. God is pure and the hope 
that comes from him helps to make us pure. 


LESSON QUESTIONS 


Where is the kingdom of God? 

Where has Jesus prepared a place for us? 
When are we “at home with the Lord”? 
How do we purify our minds and our bodies? 


Lesson THOUGHT—The kingdom if God is within me and I live 
in peace and happiness. 
_ MEMORY VERSE 
The kingdom Jesus tells us of 
Is found within each heart; 
And there he has prepared a place 
Where all may have a part. 


Lesson 13, Marcu 27, 1927. 
REVIEW: STUDIES IN THE CHRISTIAN LIFE. 


GoLDEN TEXT—If ye love me, ye will keep my commandments. 
—John 14:15. 


WHAT THE LESSON TEACHES 


In the lessons that we have had to teach us how to be true Chris- 
tians we find that all our growth in spiritual living comes from within 
ourselves. 

Jesus never forgot that he was the Son of God. To be true Chris- 
tians we must keep the thought in mind that we too are sons of God. 
Love in our hearts for all God’s children makes us want to do to them 
as we would have them do to us. 

Our minds must be open to the word of God, so that we may know 
his will. Then in the stillness of our hearts we turn often to him in prayer 
and not only tell him what we need but listen for him to lead us in the 
right way. Through prayer comes strength to overcome the temptations 
that we meet, as Jesus overcame his temptations. 

The powers of mind and of body, as well as the other good that 
God gives to us, must be used in doing God’s work or we will lose 
their value. 

We cannot be true Christians and live to ourselves alone. The 
Christ in us must show in our words and our acts so that those in our 
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homes as well as others that we meet may get the Christ message. God 
expects each of us to carry his words to others. The help that we give 
to others is greater when a number of us work together than when each 
tries to work alone. That is why our bodies and our affairs get more 
good from the Christ Spirit when a number of our good thoughts join 
together and spread the word of God through every part of the body. 
Pure faith in God lifts us above all earthly things and makes us to be 
like him. 


LESSON QUESTIONS 


Where does our spiritual growth come from? 

To be true Christians what thought must we keep in mind? 
Can we be Christlike and live to ourselves alone? 

What does God expect of each of us? 


Lesson THOUGHT—!/ grow in spirit by letting the Christ in me rule 
all I do. 


MEMORY VERSE 


My growth in spirit and in truth 
Comes only from within; 

I let the Christ work out through me 
To overcome all sin. 


TABLE 


All loving good of word and deed 
} Comes from God's heart to meet 


our need. 
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With click and bounce we hails come down 
And make a lively rattle; 

We're Mr. March's busy boys 
Enjoying a sham battle. 
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BLANCHE'’S CORNER 


THE SPARTANS GO INTO BUSINESS 


“T’ve been thinking,” said David one Saturday, as the Spartans 
were sweeping the dust out of the Roost and making it all spick-and- 
span for spring, “that we ought to have a treasury. We have often 
thought we would like to buy things, but we haven’t had the money. 
Why can’t we earn some?” 

“You're right, David,” agreed Kegs. “I move we earn some 
money so we can buy ‘eats’ when we want them.” 

“Then we won't have to bother our mothers so much, asking for 
‘hand-outs,’ added Cousin Bob. 

““We need something to put the food in, besides our stomachs,” 
said Coralee. ‘“We ought to have plates and cups and a few more 
spoons. Then we could all eat at once, and wouldn’t have to take 
turns.” 

“Say, wait a minute!”’ said Red. ‘“‘Let’s get this money before 
we spend it. How are we going to do it, Captain?” 

“T was thinking of a garden,” David answered. ‘Dad offered 
me that piece of ground just east of the orchard. If we get the 
seed in early we can sell vegetables to the neighbors who are too 
busy to start an early garden. “The Morses, up on the hill, never 
plant potatoes. Then we ought to be able to sell the rest of our 
crop in town.” i 

“If we are going to plant ‘spuds,’ we had better be getting 
at it,” said Chink. “They ought to be planted on Good Friday.” 

““‘Where are we going to get the seed potatoes?” asked Coralee. 

“T think Dad would let us have them,” said David, “‘and we 
could pay him when we sold our crop.” 

““How are we going to plant them? It will be hard work, with 
a hoe,” said Kegs doubtfully. 

“T have an idea!” exclaimed Red. “Let’s ask Dr. Morse if 
we can borrow old Pete, and plow in our potatoes.” 

So it was settled that David should bargain with his father 
for the seed potatoes and that Red should ask Dr. Morse if the gang 
might borrow Pete. 

The doctor would not only be glad to let them use Pete, Red 
reported on Monday, but he would buy some of the potatoes when 
they were grown. 
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“He said,” laughed Red, “that he was a little too fat to bend 
over and plant potatoes and a lot too fat to dig them after they 
were grown. 

On Friday the gang brought Pete down and put him into the 
pasture lot at David’s. Then they cut the seed potatoes. 

“Leave two or three eyes on every piece,” advised David. 

“Look at that dog,” said Red, pointing with his knife toward 
the pasture lot where Pete was nibbling at the dry grass. Bige had 
evidently taken it upon himself to entertain the guest. He planted 
himself within a few feet of the horse’s nose and looked at him. Old 
Pete went placidly ahead with his meal, ignoring Bige entirely. Bige 
found this to be rather embarrassing, so he tried another plan. When 
the horse, in the course of his feeding, had almost reached him, Bige 
jumped back a bit and gave two or three short barks. Then, crouch- 
ing with his head on his paws, he rolled his eyes up at Pete with so 
roguish an expression that the gang roared. Despite Bige’s best efforts, 
however, Pete remained indifferent. 

“You'd hetter come out of there, Pup,” said David at last, “‘or 
he'll step on you.” 

So Bige had to content himself with sitting outside the fence, 
as close to Pete as possible. Then, to the surprise of both Bige and 
the Spartans, Pete moved slowly up to the fence and stretched his 
neck over it toward the dog. Bige, his tail wagging for joy, put his 
front paws up on the fence until his cold little nose reached and 
touched the horse’s nose. 

“‘Now they are friends,” said Chink, and so it proved. 

The next morning, after some effort, old Pete was hitched to 
the plow, and, with Bibe very much at heel, the gang started a fur- 
row. Now, in his younger days Pete had been a carriage horse, 
and he had never quite brought himself to settle into the steady pull 
of the plow horse. He started off with a jump which jerked the plow 
out of the ground. 

“Tt will take two of us to manage this plowing,” said David, 
after the first plunge. “‘I’ll hold the plow and one of you can take 
the reins and guide old Pete.” 

“We'll take turns,” said Cousin Bob. “I'll guide him this time.” 

“T’'ll come along behind and drop the ‘spuds,’ ” said Red. 

“All right, let’s go. Get up, Pete!” called Cousin Bob, and 
away Pete went, almost pulling the plow handles out of David’s hands. 

“Hold him, Bob! Not so fast!” panted David. 

“Whoa, Pete!” shouted Cousin Bob, pulling on the lines, and 
Pete stopped so suddenly that David almost went headfirst over the 
plow. When they got to the end of the furrow, David let Red take 
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the plow. Chink held the lines and Coralee stood ready to follow 
with the potatoes. 

“The dirt thrown up the second time around will cover the first 
two rows,” explained David. 

“Some system to that!” cheered Kegs from his resting place 
under a tree. 

“That reminds me,” said Red, glancing at him. “It will soon 
be your turn at the plow.” 

The workers started and were moving along smoothly when Cora- 
lee suddenly called out, “I forgot to ask how far apart to drop these 
potatoes.” 

At the first sound of her voice, Pete stopped suddenly. 

“Listen, Coralee,”’ warned Red, “if you do that again, you'd 
better drop them all at once and run, because I'l] be after you. This 
plow handle went through my stomach and hit my backbone.” 

The gang soon learned not to speak unless it was necessary, 
until they had reached the end of a furrow, because Pete stopped 
dead still at the first word. 

“He thinks you might be saying “Whoa’ in Greek or something, 
and he doesn’t want to risk missing it,” was Red’s explanation. 

Keg’s turn at the plow was not entirely successful. The gang 
was ready to turn the last furrow. The plow handles were a trifle 
high for Kegs. Grabbing them firmly he nodded to Coralee to start. 
She slapped the reins on Pete’s back and he started with a jump that 
jerked the plow out of Kegs’ chubby hands. Down the row ran 
Pete, with Coralee stumbling along over the rough ground but hang- 
ing bravely to the lines. Everybody cried “Whoa!” but this time 
Po seemed deaf. David finally managed to grab the bridle and stop 

im. 

“You're a stubborn old mule,” declared Coralee, and her voice 
trembled a bit. “You have spoiled the row.” 

“You did well to keep him from digging up the potatoes that 
were planted,” David consoled her. “I'll hold the plow this time.” 

“Let me try again,” begged Coralee. 

“All right,” agreed David. She took the reins and smiled her 
thanks at him. This time everything went smoothly, and soon the 
planting was finished. 

The hungry band of Spartans, with dirt in their shoes and blisters 
on their hands, trudged homeward to tell happily of a task well done. 
Bige, who had kept dangerously near Pete’s heels, stretched himself 
on the porch-with a satisfied sigh. He had been stepped on once 
or twice and shouted at in a most discourteous way, but he had stuck 
with his friend, Pete, and together they had planted the potatoes. 
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UNCLE ODIE STARTED SOMETHING 


“‘We must do something,” Uncle Odie said. ‘“Un- 
cle Odie”’ is the name by which Lowell Fillmore, the man 
who manages the big Unity office, is known to many of 
his little friends. “We must do something to get our 
books for children to the children. They are splendid 
books; the stories are beautiful and they are certainly at- 
tractively illustrated, and yet we are not selling enough of them. They 
are priced as low as the average children’s books, but if lowering the 
prices will permit more children to have Unity books, let’s do that. I 
feel that the children simply must have these books.” 

With this as a starter, some of the Unity folk, with their pencils 
and paper, got together and figured out some new ways of cutting pro- 
duction costs. ‘From these new cost figures they 
decided on the very lowest price at which they 
could possibly sell the children’s books. ‘‘Now 
that,” they said, “‘shall be the price from now tN 
on.” The result is that the prices of many of the “<— “*_* 
books has been cut right in half so that now every 9 ~~~ 
child can have all of them. 

If you have ever read one of Unity’s story books you know already 
just what fun there is in store for you in the reading of the others. If 
you have never read any of them you can judge, from your Wee Wis- 
dom stories, the jolly characters and the interesting stories that are wait- 
ing for you in the pages of these books. 

As for the new prices—here they are. See what they have to 
say for themselves. 


UNITY SCHOOL OF CHRISTIANITY 
917 Tracy, Kansas City, Mo. 
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Little girl: 

Tulips, tulips, in a row, 

Tell me how it is you know 

When it's time for you to grow. 
In the spring. 


Tulip red: 
Little one, the God of light 
Calls to us when winter's night 
Onward goes in yearly flight, 
And birds sing; 
And sun fairies from the sky 
Whisper, “Let your banners fly 
With gay colors; joyful cry, 
‘Hail our king!" 
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MY SEWING BOX 


Auntie sent me a sewing box. It has 
a picture on the lid. In the picture a 
little girl is sewing. The little girl has 
yellow hair. My hair is black. 


The box has thread and scissors and 
needles and a thimble in it. The 
thimble is too large for me. Mother 
wraps a piece of cloth around my finger 
to make the thimble stay on. Then | 
sew. 

I can sew alittle. And Ican thread a 
needle and make a knot in the thread. 
When I grow some more | will make 
Joy’s dresses. 
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One spool of thread is red. [ like to 
sew with red thread. There is blue 
thread and black thread and white thread 
in the box. 


There are some large needles and some 
small needles. _[ thread the large ones. 


I can cut paper and cloth with the 
scissors. Mother pinned a pattern on a 
piece of cloth and let me cut an apron 
for Joy. Mother sewed the apron. 
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SPRING 


MABEL HILLYER EASTMAN 


Sound of falling water, 
Coil of swaying fern, 
Violets anodding 
Everywhere you turn; 
Fairy buds in tree tops, 
Pink against the sky, 
Show where leaves will whisper 
Secrets, by and by! 


Little pussy willows, 
Soft and gray and neat, 
Bend above the cowslips 
Nestled at their feet. 
Up and down the brookside, 
O’er the meadow lands, 
Buttercups and windflowers 


Wait for tiny hands! 


Happy birds are singing, 
While the posies grow, 
And the gentle breezes 
Softly come and go. 
Everything is saying— 
we understood— 
“Spring is coming, coming, 


And the world is good!" 
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In song of 


go, God walks with me, Thru shady 
God speaks to me— 


-er 
What-ev-er I hear, 


for-est or blooming lea Though Him at my side Ido not 


No matter what sound or word may 


in roar of sea; 


bird, or 


with me.. 


God walks 
God speaks to me. 


see, Wher-ev-er I 


hear, 


be, What-ev-er I 
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“ “Do you see that snow- 
drift?” 
east wind asked— 
dirty little snow- 
drift 
By the steps, I mean. 
I put it there to cover—" 
The east wind stopped— 
“But I really must not 
tell it 
Till they’ re ready to 


“Brighter far than red 
birds—" 
The east wind blew 
A whistle like a shiver— 
“They are called the 
same 
As two rosy things you 
pucker—” 
The east wind laughed— 
“When you say good 
night to Mother. 


. Can you guess their 


Vif 
/ 


Op 


““MARCHI— > 
WW name?” 
| 
| | | i | /, 
\ 
Z 


| 


| 


The door of my mind 


house 
Is open today, ‘ f; 
Inviting the good 
thoughts / 
caf 


To come in and stay. 


\ What clean, smiling BRE 


I lower the curtains 
When sleep time is 
here, 
But thoughts shine in- 
side me— 
There's nothing to 


My eyes are the win- 


ows 
Through which all 


may see 


love thoughts 
Are living with me. 
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